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WI IDE gapes the thoughtleſs mouth of moon-ey 4 

Wok, 

Whilſt &« gun, drum, trumpet, blunderbuſs, and thuns 
ce der,” 

With Carouny's FARE EASY. the BARD purſue : : : uy 
cc Bring on his marrow-bones th' Apoſtate down, 
« The Turncoat is a flatt'rer of the Crown; 

4 Burn all his verſes, burn the Author too :” 


Such is the ſound of millions! ſuch the roar 
Of billows booming on the rocky ſhore! 
« How chang'd his note! (they cry) now ſpinning rhimes 
ce In compliment to Monarchs of the times, 
« Who lately felt no mercy from his rancour ; 
ee The ſtar-bedizen'd ſycophants of State, 
« Blue-ribbon'd knaves have brib'd his pliant hate; : 
« Behold him at St. James's ſnug at anchor.” 
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Thus on my ears, fo patient let me ſay, : FD 
They pour their rough, rude peals of groundleſs cla- 
mour z ; 
Battering, pell mell, upon my head away, 
Juſt like on anvils the ſmith's lledge and hammer 


Howe'er the world in ſcorn may ſhake its head, 
Nor knave nor fool thro me ſhall current paſs; 

| Too honeſt yet, I thank my ſtars, to ſpread. 

= The Muse's filver o'er a lump of braſs. 


N | I I own the voice of CExsUnR, very proper; 
J _ - * Greatly reſembling a tobacco-ſtopper 
= - Confining all the ſeeds of fire ſo ſtout, 


And quick in growth, when left to run about: 


= But poſſibly Pam harden” Ives, I fear 
# Her frequent ſtrokes have form'd a callous ear. 


There was a time when PETER ghoſt-like ſtar'd 

When Cxnsure thunder'd !—ſtar'd with awe pro- 
2 | . found; | 
FF _- - With hpts, © deprecate her whath; prepar'd a 
1 So chil'd with horror at the ſolemn ſound !_ 
18 _ But harden'd, ſoon he gave his ague o'er; 
| 4 Look'd up, and ſmil'd, and thought of her no more. 


| | Thus when an earthquake bids Jamaica end z 
| On Sunday all the folks to church aſſemble, 
2 - To ſooth Jtnovan, ſo devoutly ſtudying— 
| | | Proſtrate they vow to keep, his holy laws: | 
23 | Returning home, they ſmite their hungry craws, 55 
And ſcarce indulge them with a lice of pudding 
. Deeming, in earthquake- time, a dainty board, 

A ſad abomination to the Loop! | 


| | | __  Ere Sunday comes again, their hearts recover; 
The tempeſt of their fears blown over, 


Fled 


| L443 
Fled ev'ry terror of the burning lake, 9 
They think they have no bus'neſs now with church; 
So, calmly leave th? ALMI CHT in the lurch, 
And fin it—till he gives a ſecond ſhake. 


The Ladies too have join'd the gen'ral cry! 

What! thoſe Divinities in PeTER's eye! =. 

Angels in petticoats {—it ill behoves em 
What | bite the conſtant STExToR of their praiſe, R 
Who robb'd the Muſes of their /aweete/t lays, 

To tell the world how much he loves em! 


The Bard, who vouches for their harmleſs ſouls, — 
And like another CIcERO perſuades, 8 

The frenzy'd eye of admiration rolls 5 ' 
1 Huey; to kneel and worthip 'em—Oh jades! 


_ 


Lavits and GENTLEMEN, 
Know, that J ſcorn a proſtituted pen: 
No royal rotten wood, my verſe veneers— = 
O yield me, for a moment ygeld your ears. 


Stubborn, and mean, and weak, nay fools indeed, 
Tho? Kings may be, we muft ſupport the breed. 
Vet join I iſſue with you—yes, tis granted, 
: That thro' the world ſuch royal folly rules, 
| As bids us think thrones advertiſe for fools ; 
Yet i is a King a utenſil much wanted 
A ſcrew, a nail, 4 bolt, to keep together 
: The ſhip's old leaky fides in ſtormy weather; 
With ſcrew, or nail, or bolt, its work performs, 
Tho! downright ignorant of ſhips and ſtorms. 
I knuckle not—I owe not to the Great 
A thimble-full of obligation; ; f 
Nor luſcious wife have I, their lips to treat, 
To lift me to PREFERMENT"'s ſunny ſtation 3 3 
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Like many a Gentleman whom Love promotes, 
Whoſe lofty front the ray of gold adorns; 
Reſembling certain moſt ingenious goats, 


That chmp up precipices by their horns. ' 


I'm not oblig'd (believe my honeſt word) 8 
To kiſs—what ſnall I call't?—of my Lord: 
Not pepper- corn acknowledgment I owe em; 


Nay, like che Cop of Truth, I ſcarcely know em. 


By me unprais'd are Dukes and Ears: 
At ſuch moſt commonly my ſatire ſnarls 
My pride like theirs the high-nos'd elves, 
Who love what's equal only to themſelves. 


As for Court virtues, whereſoe'er they lie, 


I leave them all to Miſta Laureate Pre, 


The faſhionable Bard, whom Courts revere; 


Who trotteth, with a grave and goodly pace, 


Deep laden with his Sovereign, twice a year, 


Around Parnaſſus's old famous baſe : 


Not only proving his great King alive, 
But that, 1228 docks, the royal virtues thrive. 


But I'm not qualified to be a hack; 


Too proud to carry lumber on my back :— 
Too dainty is my Lady Muſe, I hope, 
Into a coal-ſhed to convert her ſhop 

Her ſhop indeed—a very handſome room, 
Fill'd with rich ſpices and Parnaſſian bloom. 


Court Poets muſt create on trifles rant 
Make ſomething out of nothing Lord, I can't! 
Bards muſt bid virtues crowd on Kings in Iwarms, 


However from ſuch company remote; 
Juſt .as good-natur'd Heralds make up arms 
For Nabob-robbers born without a coat. 


I'm 


1 


Tm a poor botching taylor for a Court, 

Low bred on liver, and what clowns call mugget “: 
Beſides, what greatly too my gains would hurt, 

I cannot ſew gold lace upon a drugget. | 


Say not I'm rurwd towards the SceeTER” D | GrraTy 
Talk not of Kings—1 deem one half a cheat: 

Felt is their weakneſs—huſks, mere huſks of men! 
Yes, they create NoniLITY—lI know it; 
The verieſt ideot of them all can do it, 

And on the falcon 8 perch can place the wren. 


But can a King command th' wihereat flame, 
That clothes with immortality a name? 


Oh, could the Rack that. fire 1 echt 
But no ſuch privilege to Kings is giv'n: 
80 very low their int'reſt lies in Heavy? 1 
They can 't command enough to light a match. 


No, "IN and therefore pray be evil; 
Te not yet bargain'd 1 with the Devil. 


Yet grant me ſold— I've precedents a ſtore; 30 
Beſides, we Poets are confounded poor: 
And, ah! how hard to ſtarve, to pleaſe MORALITY 
For HuxcER, tho a fav rite of old Salxrs, 
Whoſe pinching virtue pious hiſt'ry paints, 

Is reckon'd now a FELLow of bad quality: 
Not deem'd a Gentleman—can't ſhew his face, 
Een when SAINT PETER's þ children give the grace? 
A roſy ſinner, Luxury yelept, 


Long in his place hath, eat, and drunk, and lept. 
Ves, (as Ive ſaid) we Bards are moſtly poor, 


Can ſcarcely drive gaunt Famine from the door !+ 


* Part of the entrails of certain cattle. 
+ Archbiſhops, Biſhops, &c. 
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That Helicon? s a helliſh ſtream, God knows ! 

Ah me! moſt rarely it Pactolian flows: 
Tho' ſharp as hawks, and hungry too, and thick; 
Few are the golden grains that PoeTs.pickz . 
And yet each new advent'rer of the Nixk, 
Thinks all Patnaſſus one mere golden mine. 


| All this by way of wild digrefſion—- 


And now for my political Confeſnon. 


Again, ye Crown-and-Anchor finners, _ 


-M * Fu revolution-dinners. 


Lk; 


Waring at times, makes wretched | wares; "WM 


(Amongſt the ſmiling corn like tares) | 
Men with fuch miſerable foltls F of 2 Hh 


Nought pleafes, from the moment of their birth; 


With horror for a while they blot the earth, 


Then, crab like, crawl into their burying-holes. 


Haw 3 A dreary dult December Dar, 


1 


That ſhows his muddy diſcontented S 
| Low'rs on the world awhile, then moves away | 
In n and tullenneſs to bed! 1 


Have not our Revolution . a 2 
Of ſouls of this lame Athiop hue ? 


Permit me, Sirs, to tell ye, you are mad; 


Your caſe, altho' not mortal, yet, quite bad: 
An ugly inflammation of the brain. 
Although a dull phyſician, I could find 
Something to calm the hurry of the mind, 
And bring you back to common ſenſe again 
The ſtocks would do it, Gentlemen, or jails: "Bip 
A heavy noftrum—yet it rarely fails. 


l 

Lo, DaoxxRNNES, a bluſt'ring, bullying blade, 

The cock d-hat covering half one eye fo brave, 
As though dread valour were his meat, his trade, 

Nature a drivler, and the world his ſlave: 

He rants, roars, prays, howls, ſwears, on boldly goes, 

To ſeize ſun, moon, and planets, by the 1 


When lo, NicnT's long-ſtaff d GUARDIAN to Linn ſteals, 
Squints with one eye to him, and then the other; 
To pillow well his head, trips up his heels, 

And lays him on old Earth, our common mother— 


Thence at the Round-houſe, in about a an- hour, 
Renews his poor debilitated pow'r 
Of comprehending, feeling, hearing, ſeeing— 
Yet is this WATCHMAN too a heavy BEING. 


Keel up Les Eugen long may ſhe keep that poſture ! 
Her knav'ry, folly, on the rocks have toſt her ; 
Behold the thouſands that ſurround the wreck | 
Her cables parted, rudder gone, 
Split all her ſails, her main-maſt down, 
| Choak'd all her pumps, broke in her deck; 
Sport for the winds, the billows o'er her roll! 
Now am I glad of it with all my ſoul. 


\ FRANCE lifts the buſy ſword of blood no more; 

\ Loſt to its giant graſp the wither'd hand: 

0 ſay, what kingdom can her fate deplore, 
The dark diſturber of each happy land? 


To Britain an inſidious damn'd Iago— 

Remember, Engliſhmen, old Cato's cry, 
And keep that patriot model in your eye— 

His conſtant cry, . Delenda eſt CaRTHAGO.“ 


FRANCE 


1's | E 

39 \ Fraxce is our Carthage, that ſworn foe to truth, 
I | Whoſe perſidy deſerves th' cternal chain! 

1 | And now ſhe's down, our Britiſh bucks forſooth 
| Would lift the ſtabbing ſtrumpet up again. 


| Love I the French ?—By heav'ns tis no ſuch matter ! 
| | | Who loves a Frenchman, wars with ſimple Nature. 
i 

| 


What Frenchman loves a Briton ?—None : 
Yet by the hand this enemy we take; 


{18 Yes, blund'ring Britons boſom up the ſnake, 

is = And feel themſelves, too late indeed, undone. 

| | The converſe chaſte of day, and eke of night, 
1 The kiſs-clad moments of 5 delight, 

1 Io Love's pure paſſion only due; 
113 I be ſeraph ſmile that ſoft-eyd FRIENDsHIP wears, | 
18 And SokRow's balm of ſympathiſing tears, 

—_ Thoſe iron fellows never knew. s 
i 1 For this I hate 8 all varni'd art! 

| 5 This doth ExrkRIENcE ev'ry moment prove : 

[ = And hollow muſt to all things be the heart, 

1 SL That foe to beauty, which deceives in love. 


Hear me, Dams NaTuRE, on thoſe men of corþ— 
Bluſh at a FRENCHMAN's heart, thy handywork ; | 
A dunghill that luxuriant feeds . 
The gaudy and the rankeſt weeds * 
Deception, grub-like, taints its very core, 
Like flies in carrion—pr 'ythee, make no more. 


r 
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ii | Not put a neighb'ring nation to the French 

1 Have morals that emit a ſtronger ſtench, 

Ul | That Chriſtian noſes ſcarcely can withſtand : 
1 |. The HrarT a dungeon, hollow, dark, and foul, 
17 Ihe dwelling of the toad, ſnake, bat, and owl, 
| | Demons, and all the grimly ſpectre band. 


1 


Mad fools And can we deem the French profound, 
And, pleas'd, their infant politics embrace, 

Who drag a noble pyramid to ground, 
Without one pebble to ſupply its place ? 


Yet are they follow'd, prais'd, admir'd, ador'd. 
Be with ſuch praiſe, theſe ears no longer bor'd ! 
This moment could I prove it to the nation all, 
That verily a FRENCHMAN is not rational. 


Yes, FRENCHMEN, this is my unvarying creed, 
&« You are not rational indeed; 

c 50 low have fond conceit, and folly ſunk ye; by: 
« Only a larger kind of monkey! is 


e What art thou writing now ?” the Worin exclaims, 
c Thou man of braſs?” 
Good WokLD, no names, no names—1 beg, no names— 
Writing {—an ode to my old fav 'rite Ass. 


Not making royal i 

My Ass's virtues bid my numbers flow : 
PETER his name, my nameſake, a good beaft ; 
A ſervant to my family ſome years— 
Io me is gratitude a turtle feaſt ; 

It is a virtue that my ſoul reveres; 

And therefore I've been fabricating metre 
All in the praiſe of honeſt PETER. 


r__— 


ro MY ASS, PETER. 


But not by me deſpis'd—reſpected long ! 
To prove how much thy qualities. are priz'd 'd, 
Accept, old Fellow-traveller, a ſong. 


My great great AxcksTok, of Lyric fame, 
Immortal! threw a glory round the horſe 
Then, as I lit my candle at his flame, 

That candle ſhall ilumine thee of courſe, 


For why not chow; in works and virtue rich, 
In Faux's fair temple alſo boaſt a niche? 
How many a genius, midſt a vulgar pack, 
OBL1viox ſtuffs into her ſooty ſack, 

Calmly as Jew Old-clothes-men, in Kite bags, 


Or ſatin petticoat of ſome ſweet Maid, 
That o'er her beauties caſt an envious ſhade ! 


Ah! „ guia vate ſacro carent,” 
As Horace ſays, that bard divine, 
Whoſe wits ſo fortunately jump with mine, 


Ah, PETER, I remember, oft, when tir'd, 
And moſt unpleaſantly at times bemir'd, 


Mix ſome Great Man's lac'd coat with dirty rags ; 


And what's the reaſon ?—Reaſon too apparent! 


. O rn OU, my ſolemn friend, of man deſpis'd, 


Bold 


ft 1 


Bold haſt thou faid, « III budge not one inch further; ; 
« And now, young MasTER, you may kick or murther.“ 
Then have I cudgelbd thee—a fruitleſs matter 

For *twas in vain to kick, or flog, or chatter. 


Though, BALAAu.- like, 1 curs d thee with a ſmack << _— 
Sturdy thou dropp'dſt thine ears upon thy back, 
And trotting retrograde, with wriggling tail, 

In vain did I thy running rump aſſail: 


For lo, between thy legs thou putt'dſt thine head, 
And gaveſt me a puddle for a bed. 
Now this was fair—the action bore no guile: : 
Thou duck dſt me not, like Jupas, with a ſmile. 
O were the manners of ſome Monarchs fcb, 
Who ſmile ev'n in the cloſe inſidious hour 

. That kicks th? unguarded minion from his pow'r ! 

But this is aſking perhaps of Kings 00 much. 


O PETER, little didſt thou "TY I ween, 
When I a ſchoolboy on thy back was ſeen, 
Riding thee oft, in attitude uncouth; —_ 
For bridle, an old. garter in thy mouth, 
Jogging and whiſtling wild o'er hill and dale, 
On ſloes, or nuts, or ſtrawb'ries, to regale— + 
I fay, O Peres, little didft thou think, 
That J, thy nameſake, in immortal ink 
Should dip my pen, and rife a wondrous Bard, 
And gain ſuch praiſe, SUBLIMITY's reward; 


But not the LaunEIhonour much too high; . 1 

| Givn by the KING os IsLes to Mz ifter Pre, 5 | 
Who ſings his Sov'\zrrcN's virtue twice a year, 
And therefore cannot chronicle SMALL BEER. 


Yet ſimple as Montaigne, ll tell thee true; 
There are, who on my verſes look ce, 


* And 


* „ 
vr _—. 
: 


1 PEP e 
> 


—— Sans 


b 12 3 
And call my lyric lucubrations Aut: 
But I'm a mode eſt, not unconnyinge elf, 


Or t could ihr ed this abate ones 
But God forbid that [ ſhould puff! 


| Yet natural are ſelfiſh predilections! 
Like ſnakes they writhe about the heart 8 ne, | 
And ſometimes too infuſe a poiſonous ſpirit; 
Producing, as by nat Taliſts Pm told, 
Torpid age, ſo cold | 
To ev! "Ty Brother's riſing merit. 


WIrs to each other juſt like ys by” 
That do not always like firm friends attraft ; 
Though of the ſame rare nature, (ſtrange to tell!) 
The little harden'd rogues as oft repel. 


i 


But 10, of thee III ſpeak, my " long-ear'd Ried! 
Great were the wonders of thy heels of yore; 


Victorious, for lac'd hats didſt thou contend; _ 
And ribbons grac'd thy cars —a gaudy ſtore. . 


Buff breeches too have crown'd a proud proud Yau 
Not Zhou, but which thy rider wore away 
Triumphant ſtrutting through the world he rode, 
Great ſoul] deſerving an Olympic Ode. Oz 


Thy bravery often did I much approve gi”: 

Rais'd by that Queen of Paſſions, Love: 

Whene' er in Love's delicious frenzy croſt 

By long-ear'd brothers, lo, wert thou a 32% 

LovꝝE did thy lion-heart with courage Reel! 

Quicker than that of VEsTRIS mov'd thy heel: 

Here, there, up, down, in, out, how thou didſt ſmite ! 
And then no Alderman could match thy bite ! pe” 


And is thy race no more rever'd ? 
Indeed 'tis greatly to be fear'd! 


Yet 


1 

Yet ſhalt Tho flouriſh in immortal ſong, 

To me if immortality belong; 

For ſtranger things than his have come to paſs 
Pos rERTrr thine hiſt'ry ſhall devour, | 
And read-with pleaſure how, when vernal ſhow'r 

In gay profuſion rais d the dewy graſs, 

I led thee forth, thine appetite to pleaſe, 

And, mid the verdure faw thee up to. knees ! 


Hou, oft I pluck'd the tender blade 

And, happy, how thou cam'ſt at my command, 

And wantoning around, as though afraid, 
With poking neck didſt pull it from my hand, 

Then ſcamper, kicking, frolickſome, aways 

With ſuch a faſcinating bray ! 


Where oft I paid thee viſits, and where thow 
Didſt cock with happineſs thy kingly ears, 
And grin ſo witchingly, I can't tell how, 
And dart at me ſuch Ty =} 


With ſuch a ſmiling head, and laughing tail; 
And when I morv'd, how, griev'd thou ſeem'dſt to ſay, 
« Dear MasTER, let your humble Ass prevail; 
„ Pray, MASTER, do not go away”— 
And how (for what than friendſhip can be ſweeter ?) 
I gave thee graſs again, O pleaſant PETER. 


And how, when WINTER bade the herbage die, 

And Nature mourn'd beneath the ſtormy ſky ; 

When waving trees, ſurcharg'd with chilling rain, 
Dropp'd ſeeming tears upon the haraſs'd plain, 

I gave thee a good ſtable, warm as wool, 

With oats to grind, and hay to pull: 

Thus, whilſt abroad DeceMBER rul'd the day, 

How PLEN TI ſhew'd W the blooming Mar! 
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And Io, to future times it ſhall be known; 
How, twice a day, to comb and rub thee ee 


And be thy bed-maker at night. 
Thy Groom attended, both with hay and oat, 


By which thy back could boaſt a handſome ct, 
And laugh at many a fine Court Lord and Knight, 
Whoſe ſtrutting coats belong p'rhaps to the gs ante 1 


And probably their bodies to the Jailor! 
What though no dimples thou haft got; 


Black ſparkling eyes (the faſhion). are thy lot, 
And oft a 'witching ſmile and cheerful __ bi 


And then thy cleanlineſ . tis ſtrange to utter! 
Like ſin, thy heels avoid # pool, or gutter; 
And then the ſtream ſo daiarily doſt quaff!, 
Unlike. a country Alderman, who blows, 
And i in the mug baptizeth mouth and noſe! 


What though Tye heard ſome voices ſweeter 3 
Yet exquiſite thy hearing, gentle Peter! 2 85 
Whether a judge of malic, I don t : know— | 
If ſo, | 
Thou haft th' advantage mt of many 3 a deore 
That enter at the Opera door. 


Some people think thy tones are rather courſe 3 


Ev'n Tove-fick tones, addreſs'd to Lady Aſſes 


Odgaver indeed of wond'rous force 


And yet thy voice full many a voice bewege : 


Lon CanpiGay, if rightly I divine, 
Would very gladly give bis voice for thine : 


And Lapy * MovnrT, her MajesTY” s fine foil, 
For whom perfumers, barbers, vainly toil, | 


„Her M— 


* is days happy to have Lapy MounT K by 


her ſide, as being one of the uglieſt- wemen in England—4n ſhort, his 


Lonp$nie in Petticoat. 


| oh 
Poor Jady t who has quarrell'd with the Graces, 
Would very willingly change faces. 


How honour'd once wert thou! but ah, no more? 
Thus too d 722 the Bards—e/tcen'd of yore ! 

How rated once, the tuneful TRIBES of Greece! 
Deem'd much like di'monds—thouſands worth apiece! 


How great was PinpaR's glory !—On 2 day, 
Entering ApoLLO's church, to pray, 

The Lavy of the ſacred fane, or M iftreſs, 
Or, in more claſſic term, the PRIESTESS, 
Addreſsd him with ineffable delight— 


cc GREAT SIR, (quoth ſe). in pigs, and ſheep, and | 


cc calves, 


ce Maſter i. uporrt Suit you go halves: 
« T0 beef his Godiup: alſo gives you right.” 


Thus did the Twain moſt hearty dinners mike D 
PixpAR and PHOEBUs eating ſteak and ſteak : | 
When too (Pavsanias ſays), to pleaſe the Gop— 
Between each mouthful, PINDAR ſung an ODE 


"Thus half a Deity was this great Port! 
Now this was grand in Protbus—vaſtly civil 


How chang'd are things ! the preſent moments ſhow it; 


For Bard 1 is now ſynonymous with Devil! 


Juſt to three hundred years ago, I ſpeak 

How ſimple ſcholarſhip was wont to rule! 

A man like Docrox ParR, that mouth'd but Greet, 
Was almoſt worſhipp'd by the Sack and FooL; 

Deem'd by the world indeed a firſt-rate ſtar. 

How diff rent now the fate of Docron Pans! 


Unknown he walks !{—his name no, infants liſp— 
Not only reckon'd not a firſt-rate ſtar 
Is this our Greek man, Doctor Pars, 
But, Gods! not equal to a Will-0'-wiſp ! 


| Plagus 
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L 16 ; 
Plague on't ! how niggardly the trump of Fame; 
That wakes not * Bellendenus on the ſhelf! © 


The world ſo ſtill, too, on the DocToR's name, 
The man is really fore'd to praiſe himſelf ! __ 


„ Archbiſhops, Biſhops," (ſo ſays Doc rox Parr) 

cc By Alpha, Beta, merely, have been made 1 
ec Why from the mitre then am I fo far; 1 
4 80 long a dray-horſe j in this thundering wade {.. 
cc 0 PiTT, ſhame on thee !—art thou ill to ſeek 
c The /oul of wiſdom in the ſound of Greek * ' 


PER, ſuppoſe we make a bit of ſtyle, ; 
And reſt ourſelves a little while? rr 


5 


* The Preface of Bellendenus was à goup d gſai of the Doc ron's for 

a Biſhoprick—It was the child of his dotage. The pap of Party ſup= 
ported it ſome little time; when, after ſeyeral ſtruggles to remain — 
us, it * the laſt debt of nature,. 
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IN CONTIN UATION. 


THUS endeth Docron ParR ; and now again, 
To thee, as good a ſubject, Hows the ſtrain. 

Permit me, PETER, in my lyric canter, 

Fult to ſpeak Latin“ fempora mutantur !” 


Kings did not ſcorn to preſs your backs of yore; 
But now, with humbled neck and patient face, 
Tied to a thieviſh miiler's duſty door, 
1 mark thy fall'n and diſregarded race. 


To chimney-{weepers now a common hack; 
Now with a brace of ſand-bags on your back! 
No gorgeous ſaddles yours no iv'ry cribs; 
No ſilken girts ſurround your ribs; | 


No Rorar, hands your cheeks with pleaſure pat; 
Cheeks by a roguiſh halter preſt— 
Your ears and rump, of inſolence the jeſt; 


Dragg'd, kick d, and pummellbd, by a beggar” s brat. 


Thus, as as I've ſaid, your race is much e 
And much too is the Pohr's glory faded! 


A time there was, when Kings of this fair LAN p, 
So meek, would creep to PotTs, cap in hand, 
Begging, as 'twere for alms, a grain of ſame, 

| To ſweeten a poor putrifying name— 


But paſt are thoſe rich hours! ah, hours of yore ! 


| Thoſe golden ſands of Time ſhall glide no more. 


Yet are we not in Zhy ar.” 
Whate'er may be the future will of Fark; 
Since, as we find by Pr, (what {till muſt pride us) 
Kings zvice a year can condeſcend to ride us. 
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AN 


AFTER-REFLECTION. 


NOW, WorrD, thou ſeeſt the ſtuff of which I'm 
made; „„ 3 
Firm to the honour of the tuneful Trade; 
Leaving, with high contempt, the Courtier claſs, 
Jo ſing the merits of the humble Ass. 


Yet ſhould a miracle the PaLace mend, 

And high-nos'd Sar's2'ry to the VirTues ſend, 
Commanding them to come and chat with Kings; 

Well pleas'd repentant Sinners to ſupport, 3 

So help me, IurUpENck, I'll go to Court! 


Beſides, I ggarly love to ſee Afrange things. 


PROEMIUM 


. THE 
MAGPIE axv ROBIN RED-BREAST. 


How varied are our taſtes | DAME NaTURs's plan, 
All for viſe reaſons, ſince the world began : 
Ves, yes, the good old Lay acted right: 
Had things been otherzviſe, like wolves and bears, 
We all had fall'n together by the ears— 
One object had produc'd an endleſs fight. | 


Nettles had ſtrew'd Lire's path inſtead of reſes 5 F, 
And multitudes of mortal faces, 

Printed with hiſtories of bloody noſes, 

Had taken leave of abſence of the Graces, 


Now interrupting not each other's line, 
You ride your hobby-horſe, and J ride mine 
You preſs the blue-ey'd CHL OE to your arms, 
And I the black-ey'd SapHO's browner charms :- 
Thus ſituated in our different bliſſes 
We ſquint not envious on each other's kiſſes. 


Yet are there ſome exceptions to this rule: 

We meet with now and then a ſtubborn fool, | 

Dragooning us into his predilections; 

Is though there was no diff”rence i in affections, 
C2 
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1 
And that it was the Booby's firm belief, 
Pork cannot pleaſe, becauſe he doats on beef! 
Again—how weak the ways of /ome, and fad 
One would ſuppoſe the Man-creation mad. 


Lo! this poor fellow, folly-drunk, he rambles, 

And flings himſelf into MisFoxTUuNE's brambles, 
In full purſuit of Hayeixess's treaſure 

When, with a little glance of circumſpection, 


A muſtard grain of ſenſe—a child's reflection 


The fool had cours'd the velvet lawn of PLRASURR, 


Ldly he braves the farge, and roaring gale ; 
When ReEasox, if conſulted, with a ſmile, 


Had tow'd through ſummer ſeas his ſilken fail, 


And ſaw'd a dangerous and Herculean toil. 


es, as Tre ſomewhere ſaid above, I find, 
That many a man has many a mind, 


How I hate DRUNKENNEss, a naſty pig! 


With ſnuſi-ſtain'd neckcloth, without hat or wig, 


Reeling, and belching wiſdom in one's face! : 


How I hate BuLLy Ueroar from my ſoul, 


Whom nought but whips and priſons can controul, 
Thoſe neceſſary implements of GRACE ! 


Yet altars riſe to DruNKENNEss and RIOT 


How few to mild SosrIETY and Quiet! 


Thou art my Goddeſs, SoLITUDE—to thee, 
Parent of dove-ey'd PEACE, I bend the knee! 

O with what joy I roam thy calm retreat, 
Whence ſoars the lark amid the radiant hour, 
Where many a varied chaſte and fragrant flow'r 


Turns coyly from Rogue Zxrhxx's whiſper ſweet ! 


DEED 5 pleſſ 


Tut} 
Bleſt Imy! who wantons o'er thy wide domain, 
And kiſſes all the BzauTIts of the plain : 


Where, happy, mid the all-enlivening ray, 
The inſect nations ſpend the buſy day, 
Wing the pure fields of air, and crawl the ground; 
Where, idle none, the Jew-like myriads range, 
Juſt like the Hebrews at high Change, 
Diiffuſing hum of Babel-notes around! 


Where HEALTH ſo wild and gay, with boſom bare, 
And roſy cheek, keen eye, and flowing hair, 

Trips with a ſmile the breezy ſcenes along, 

And pours the ſpirit of content in ſong ! 


Thus taſtes are various, as I've ſaid before— 


7 heſe damn moſt cordially, what zheſe adore, 


THE 
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| | | . A MAGPIE, in the ſpirit of romance, 

| j | Much like the fam'd Reformers now of FRANCE, | 

| Flew from the dwelling of an old PorssaRDE; 

| Where, ſometimes in his cage, and ſometimes out, 
118 He juſtified the Revolution rout, 

18 That is, calbd names, and got a ſop for his reward. 
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Red-hot with Monarch-roaſting coals,” 

Juſt like his old fiſh-thund'ring Dame, 

N He left the Queen of crabs, and plaice, and ſoles, 
1 Jo kindle in Old England's s realm a flame. 


Arrivd at evening's philoſophic hour, 
| He reſted on a rural antique tow'r, 
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101 S8ome Barov's caſtle in the days of old; 
| : When furious wars, miſnomer'd civil, 
| Sent mighty chiefs to ſee the Devil, 
N Leaving behind, their bodies for rich mould, 
1 That pliable from form to form patroles, 
Making freſh houſes for new ſouls. 
| Perch'd on the wall, he cocks his tail and eye, 


11s And hops like modern beaux in country dances 
— i Looks dev'liſh knowing, with his head awry, 
Ii | Squinting with connoiſſeurſhip glances, 
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All on a ſudden, Maccor ſtarts and ſtares, 

And wonders, and for ſomewhat range prepares; 
But lo, his wonder did not hold him long— 
Soft from a buſh below, divinely clear, 

A modeſt warble melted on his ear, 
A plaintive, ſoothing, ſolitary ſong— 


A ſtealing, timid, unpreſuming ſound, 

Afraid dim NaTURE's deep repoſe to wound; 
That huſh'd (a death-like pauſe) the rude SUBLIME) 

This was a novelty to Mas indeed, 

Who, pulling up his ſpindle-ſhanks with ſpeed, 

Dropp'd from his turret, halt-deyour'd by TAs 

A la Francoiſe, upon the ſpray 

Where a lone Red-breaſt pour'd to eve, his lay. 


Staring the modeſt minſtrel in the face; 
Familiar, and with arch ee 

He conn'd the duſky warbler o'er and o' er, 
As though he knew him years before; 
And thus began, with ſeeming great civility, 
All in the Paris eaſe of volubility— 


ce What—BosBsy! dam'me, is it you, 

« That thus your pretty phiz to muſic ſcrew, 
c So far from hamlet, village, town, and city, 
« To glad old battlements with dull pſalm ditty ? 


„ S'death | what a pleaſant, lively, merry ſcene ! 
« Plenty of bats, and owls, and ghoſts, I ween 
« Rare midnight ſcreeches, Bos, between you all: 
6 Why, what's the name on't, Bonh ! diſmal Hall? 


« Come, to be ferious—curſe this queer old ſpot, 
« And let thy owliſh habitation rot! 

cc Join me, and ſoon in riot will we revel : 

cc I'll teach thee how to curſe, and calls folk names, 
« And be expert in treaſon, murder, flames, 


“And moſt divinely play the devil, 


6 Yes, 
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cc Yes, thou ſhalt leave this ſpectred hole, 


c And prove thou haſt a bit of ſoul: 


« Soon ſhalt thou ſee old ſtupid Lonyon dance s 
cc There will we ſhine immortal knaves ; 
cc Not ſteal unknown, like cuckoos, to our graves, 
ec But imitate the geniuſes of FRANCE. 


cc ' Who'd be that monkiſh, cloiſter'd thing, a muſcle ? 
cc Importance only can ariſe from buſtle! _ 
« Tornando, thunder, lightning; tumult, ſtrife; 


ce Theſe charm, and add a dignity to life. 
& That thou ſhouldſt chooſe this ſpot, is monſtrous odd; 


« Poh, poh! thou canſt not like this life, by G—!? . 


4 


« Sir !” like one thunder-ſtricken, ſtaring wide— 


« Can vou be ſerious, Sir?“ the Ropin cried. 


c Serious!“ rejoin'd the Macyre, “ aye, my og” | 
8 « 80 come, let's play the devil, and enjoy.“ 


c Flames! quoth the Rovin—< and in riot revel, 


„ Call names, and curſe, divinely play the devil! 


ec I cannot, for my life, the fun diſcern.” 
c No!—bluſh then, Bon, and follow me, and learn.“ 


« Excuſe me, Sir,” the modeſt Hxnurr cried— 

c Hell's not the hobby-horſe I with to ride. 

c Hell?” laugh'd the Mace, « hell no longer dread ; 
„ Why, Bon, in FRANCE the Devil's lately dead : 


tc Damnation vulgar to a Frenchman's hearing 


c The word is only kept alive for ſwearing. 
ec Againſt futurity they all proteſt z _ 


c And Gop and Heav" n are grown a ſtanding jeſt. 


« Brimſtone and fin are downright out of faſhion; 
« FRANCE is quite alter'd—now a thinking nation: 
No more of penitential tears and groans ! 


% PHILOSOPHY has crack'd RELiG1oN's bones. 
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& As 12 your Saviour of a wicked world, 
Long from his conſequence has he been Bard: 
ce They do acknowledge ſuch a man, d'ye ſee; 
„ But then they call him ſimple MoxsixuR CHRIS r. 
« Bos, for thy ignorance, pray bluſh for ſhame— 
« Behold, thy Docror PRIESTLEY ſays the ſame. N 


* 


„ Well! now thou fully art cnvinc d let's go.” 
«© What curſed doctrine!“ quoth the Ropix, «© No— 
I won't go—no |! thy ſpeeches make me ſhudder.” 
& Poor Ronix! * quoth the Macr, « what a pudder 
« Be damn'd then, BonBRY —-flying off, he rav'd— 
« And (quoth the Rosix), Sir, may 9 be fad Y 
This faid, the tuneful SexrTE renew'd his lay; e 
A [weet and farewell bymn to parting, Dar. 


La) 


In Wd Paine the Macpis doth appear 
That I'm Pook RoklN, is not quite fo clear. 
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"POLES CHALAET 


TO THE CANDID READER. 


[4 


1 REALLY think that this Tale of the MAGPIE and 
RosiN ought immediately to have followed the REMON- 


STRANCE : but as Diforder, inſtead of Order, is the lead- 


ing feature of my ſublime Lyric BRETHREN of old, I 


ſhall take the liberty of ſheltering myſelf under the 
wing of their ſacred names. The fable was written in 
| conſequence of a ſtrenuous application of a red-hot | 


 REvoeLUTIONIST to a Por in the country, preſſing him 


to become a Member of the ORDRR of CoNrUsloN. 


AN 


FO 4 — 
APOLOGY ron KINGS. 


A S want of candour ently t is not right, 
I own my Satire too inclin'd to bite : 

On Kincs behold it breakfaſt, dine and ſup — 14 
| Now ſhall ſhe praiſe, and try to make it up. "I 


Why will the ſimple world expect wiſe things | 
From lofty folk, particularly Kings? 
Look on their poverty of education! 
| Ador'd and flatter'd, taught that they are Gops ; 3 
And by their awful frowns and nods, 
Jovx-LIxx, to ſhake the pillars of creation! 


They ſcorn that little uſeful Ir calbd Minn, 
Who fits them for the circle of Mankind! 

| PRIDE their companion, and the WokLD their hate; 
Immur'd, they doze in ignorance and ſtate. 


| Sometimes, indeed, GREAT KINGS will condeſcend 
_ A little with their /ubje&s to unbend ! 
An inſtance take A Kine of this great Land, | J 
In days of yore, we underſtand, . | — 
Did viſit SAL'sBURx's old church ſo fair: | 
An ERL of PrMBRokE was the MonarcH's guide; 
Incog. they travell'd, ſhuffling fide by ſide; 
And into the Cathedral ſtole the Pair. 


The VERGER met them in his blue filk gown, 
And humbly bow'd his neck with rev'rence down, 55 
D 2 Lo- 
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1 
Low as an aſs to lick a lock of hay: 
Looking the frighten'd VERGER through and through, 
All with his eye-glaſs—““ Well, Sir, who are you ? 
« What, what, Sir ?—hey, Sir?” deign'd the King to 
Tay. 


« I am the VERGER here, moſt mighty“ KING: 

cc In this Cathedral I do ev'ry thing; 

ce Sweep it, an't pleaſe ye, Sir, and keep it clean.” 

Hex? Verces! VERGER [—you. the VERGER !— 
| hey! 977 

ce Nes, pleaſe your glorious Majzsry I be,” 

The VERGER anſwer'd, with the mildeft mien, 


Then turn'd the KING about towards the PEER, 
And wink'd, and laugh'd then whiſper'd in his ear, 
„ Hey, hey what, what — fine fellow, pon my word : 
« I'll knight him, knight him, knight e my 
C Lord? | 


Then with kis glaſs, as hard as eye could ſtrain, 
He kenn'd the trembling VERGER Oer Again. 


« Te's a poor Ferger, Sree,” his Lordſhip cry'd: 
« Sixpence would handſomely requite him.” 
« Poor Verger, Verger, hey?“ the King reply'd: 
„ No, no, then, we won't light him—no, won't 
6 Fright him. . 


Now to the lofty roof the Kink did * 5 
His glaſs, and ſkipp'd it o'er with ſounds of praiſe z 
For thus his marw'ling Majzsry did ſpeak : 

« Pine roof this, Maſter Verger, quite complete; 
« High—high and lofty too, and clean and neat : | 
c What, — wlrat? mop, mo it once a week ?” 


— 


+ The Reader will be vleaſed to obſerve, that the 8 of all 
the ſons of the Church, was the only oN entruſted with the Reva 
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« An't pleaſe your MajesTY,” with marv'ling chops, 
The VERGER anſwer'd, „“ we have got no mops 


c In Sal'ſb'ry that will reach ſo high.” 


« Not mop, no, no, not mop it,” quoth the King— 


6 No, Sir, our Sal'/t'ry mops do no ſuch thing; 
They might as well pretend to ſcrub the ty.“ 


This little e doth lately ſhow c | 
That ISNoRANCE, a King too often lurches z 


For, hid from ART, Lord! how Spould Moxarcns know 


The nat'ral hiſtory of mops and churches ? 


STORY THE SECOND. 


FROM "I, SB*RY Ga to WiLTON Houſe fo grand, 


Return'd the mighty RuLtR of the land 
« My Lord, you've got fine ſtatues,” ſaid the King, 
« A few beneath your royal notice, Sir,“ 


Replied Lord PEMBROKE—* Stir, my Lord, ſtir, ſtir 'F 


« Let's ſee _ all, all, all, all, ev'ry thing. 


: & Who's s this? who's this ene this fine fellow _ 


5 here! = , 
cc SeSOSTRIS,” bowing 8 replied the Pex. 
« SM SosrTRIs, hey SIR SosTRIS—'pon my word! 
« KNICHT or a BARON ET, my Lord?” |, 
« One of my making what, my Lord, my making 8 
This, with a 3 was miſtaking ! 
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| „ 
% $e-80STRIS, SIRE,” fo foſt, the Peer reply d 
« A famous KING of Ecyer, Sir, of old.. 
“ Poh, poh!“ th' infrufed Moxnarcn ſnappiſh cry'd 
] need not that need not that be told.” | 


« Pray, pray, my LorD, who's that big Fellow there?“ 
« Tis HERCULES,“ replies the ſhrinking Peer. 
Strong fellow, hey, my Lord? ſtrong fellow, hey? 

“ Clean'd ſtables !—crack'd a lion like a flea; 
cc Kilb d ſnakes, great lakes, mar | in a cradle found 
« him | 
« 'The Queen, Queex's coming | wrap an apron round 

. anc” | j | 


: 0 U R Moral i is not merely water-gruel— 

It ſhows that curioſity's a jewel! 

It ſhows with Kings that IcNorance may dwell; 

It ſhows that ſubjects muſt not give opinions 

| To PropLE reigning over wide dominions, 
As Information to great Polk is hell: 9 I, 


: Aw 'that Decency may live with Kings, 
On whom the bold Virtu-men turn their backs; 
And ſhows (for num'rous are the naked things) 
That ſaucy Statues ſhould be lodg'd in ſacks. 


| 


ADDRESS 


ADDRESS ro MY BOOK. 
4N KI 6 


Cur LD of my love, go forth, and try thy fate: 
Few are thy friends, and manifold thy foes! _ 

Whether or long or ſhort will be thy date, 

_ Forvrrty's dark volume only knows. 


Much criticiſm, alas! will be thy lot! 
Severe thine ordeal, I am fore afraid! 
Some judges will condemn, and others not: 
Some call thy form ſubſtantial—others, ſhade. 


x Yes, Crip: by multitudes wilt thou be tried! 

Wiiſe men, and fools, thy merits will examine: 

T hoſe, through much prudence, may thy virtues Hide; 
| Theſe, through wile rancour, or the dread of famine. 


Proud will it be inde&d (to make thee ſhrink) 
What metal Nature in, thy maſs did knead : 

A + melting proceſs will be us'd, I think— 

That 1 is to ſay, large quantities of lead. 


By ſome indeed will Nr Rr's fuming foirit 

Be o'er thy form fo ſweet, ſo tender, thrown; 
Perchance a Mafter hand may try thy merit; 

Perchance an Imp by FoLLy only known. 


Now, now I fancy thee a timid Hare, 

Started for beagles, hounds, and curs, to chace ! 
A mongrel dog may ſnap thee up unfair; 
For Serrx and HUNGER have but little grace. 


9 Called Eliquation, 


Long 
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Long are thy legs (I know), and ſtout for running; 
And many a trick haſt thou within thy brain; 


5 But guns and greyhounds are too much for cunning, 
| Jorg to the rav nous pack of TroMas Paixs! | 


And now a LaMs What devils now-a-days 

The butch'ring SRO of Criticiſm employs ! 
Each beardleſs villain now cuts up, and flays! 

A gang of wanton, brutal, *prentice boys! 


Ah me! how hard to reach the dome of Faux 

 _ Knock'd down before ſhe gets half way, poor Musz 
For many a Lou that cannot gain a name, 

(Rebus and Riddle-maker) now reviews ! 6 


Poor jealous Eunuchs in the land of Tas TE, 
Too weak to reap a harveſt of fair praiſe; 
| Malicious, lo, they lay the region waſte; 

Fire all they can, and triumph o'er the blaze! 


Too oft, with talents bleſt, the cruel Few 
Fix on poor Merits throat, to ſtop her breath: 
How like the beauteous + FRurr, that turns of Dew 
The life ambroſial, into drops of Death ! 


Sweet: "OR to WErMouTH ſhouldſt thou find thy way! | 
- "AMO Kixs, with curioſity ſo wild, 

May on a ſudden ſend for thee, and fay, 
« See, CHARLY, PETER 5 child fine child, fine child: 


« Ring, ring for SCHWELLENBERG—ring, Charly, ring; 

4 Show it to mt 5 ſhow it, ſhow it 
c ſhow it 

« She'll ſay, Got dem de ſaucy Propid Ge 


I hate more worſe as hell auhat come from Poet.” 


+ The mortifying powers of dew or rain falling from the Manchi- 
ncal tree, are : univerſally known, 


Yet. 


49-3 
| Yet will ſome Courtiers all at once be glad! 


Lteevs, HawksB'ry, SAL'sB RT, BRUDENELL, will re- 
gore ; 
Forget how oft thy Brothers made them mad, 
And echo thro' the realm the royal voice. 


And then for Mz his MajesTy may ſend ; 
(Making ſome people grumble in their gizzards) 
With DraxE's new place, perchance, thy SIRE befriend; 


FIRST FLY-CATCHER to good QUEEN CHARLOTTE'S 
F Lizards ! 


I The ſtory of the Fu is as follows —At a BoarD of Garzen 
CLorTa lately, which aſſembled, as uſual, with due decorum, to delibe- 
kate on the ſpecies of food proper to be given to the Lions of Buck- 


 INGHAM-Hovst, the ſolemnity of the meeting was interrupted by the 
ſudden Gothic irruption, and ſelf- introduction, of a ſervant of 81x 


Francis DRAKE, one of the Honourable BoARD; which ſervint, a true 
DevonsnireE DUMPLIN, opening an ell-wide pair of jaws, exclaimed 


thus: © Zug Vrancis, I'ma zent to ax if yow've a cort + enny | 
« more Vlees Have ye cort enny, Zux VRrancis?” The Baronet 
hemmed, winked, nodded, knitted his brows, ſtared, ſhrugged up his 
ſhoulders, blew his noſe, bit his lips at poor Nuurs; but all the face- 
making hints were thrown away. Why, Zur Vrancis, I zay, (con- 
& tinued Numes) MADpDAM ZwELLINBURG wanth to know if yow' ve 
& a nabb'd enny more Vlees? The Boarp ſtood amazed! 
FRANCIS bluſhed for the firſt time. At length, recovering from his 
_ confuſion, and bidding the fellow, in an angry tone, go about his buſi- 
| neſs, he very candidly informed the Box, that Her Majzsry had 
lately received a preſent of Lizards; that ſhe had ordered MisrRESGS⁵ 
 SCHWELLENBERG to catch flies for them; but that, to oblige Misr RESAS 
 SCuWELLENBERG, who kindly invited him to dine with her three or 

four times a week, he promiſed to aſſiſt her in her FLy-HUNT; in 


ſhort, to be her Deputy FLY-CATCHER, and not Firſt FLY-CATCUER, 
as the ELEcy erroncouſly proclaimeth, 


+ For caught. + Any, § Flies. 
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